Vesna oxen 

At a local supermarket where I have shopped nearly 35 years, works a woman 
named Vesna. I first met her over 16 years ago working the night shift. Coming home 
from my job, I would stop there for needed grocery and sundry items. Back then she 
had a deeply hunted, haunted look in her eyes; I understood it immediately without 
knowing any details. One first notices that wounded-terror in the eyes and faces of 
abused, traumatized children and adults. A deep injury scars her life. Through the 
years, during brief conversations with her, I learned Vesna is a Bosnian refugee who 
fled genocidal persecution by ruling classes in that part of the world. Over time 
visiting the store, I observed many natures in Vesna, all of them very positive. She is a 
generous, kindhearted woman, hard working, dedicated, and an industrious employee. 
Vesna’s shyness partly due to an uncertainty of her English speaking skill is 
unfounded. She masters it quite well; I have encountered people born, raised and 
educated in this country, notably youth, who do not manage the native tongue with her 
fluency and articulateness. Vesna is a born survivor. As an immigrant, she migrated 
to a foreign land to graciously make the best of opportunities available to all; the same 
chances rejected by many natives who instead whine mantras of ‘me-me-me,’ ‘I never 
get enough,’ and ‘free lunch’ in a culture where openly wearing badges of professional 
victim-hood and entitlement are considered politically correct and chic. After 
observing Americans all my life, it amazes me that most do so little with so much 
available to them; while criticizing immigrants, who do so much with so little in a 
country where no true sacrifice goes unpunished, it seems. I admire and deeply 
respect Vesna and uncommon people like her for their spirit and courage; virtues of 
which one cannot possess too much of but can lack to excess. People forget, we all 
were once immigrants arriving to America or are descendants of or ancestors to them. 
That new spirit with dreams of a better life built this country through hard work and 
sacrifice. Immigrants are the taproots and life force of America. Each one brought a 
piece of diversity which created the marvelous mosaic that once was, without equal in 
human history, an avant-garde world model for all to pattern. These pioneers brought 
and created a new way of life to humanity. Most of them fled tyranny, persecution and 
human genocide by ruling classes that exterminate people without remorse as one 
would wipe out a nest of annoying fire ants. Sadly, something went askew in 
America; the nation cut off its vital life force of creation. Now it uses immigrants as 
scapegoats to blame for the nationwide, US. decline they neither created nor own. The 
country their ancestral forefathers and mothers created, then fed with their lives and 
souls to grow, now blames and betrays them for political expediency. Perchance 
immigrant contributions, notwithstanding national prejudice and persecution, will 
again rebuild America to greatness despite the nation’s immature, self-destructiveness. 
One can only hope for redemption. It is truly an honor and blessing to meet anyone 
who arrives anywhere grateful to spend their life making a better place than he or she 
found it; a heartfelt thank you, Vesna. 


